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"Felicity?"

"Oh, hi, mum!"

"How are you coping without a dad?"

There was then a brief pause in the conversation.

"It's not him, but that weird lot by the lake."

Felicity rolled her eyes as they were becoming an obsession with her mother.

"What have they done now?"

She sat down, ready to listen to the latest update.

"What haven't they done?"

Her daughter sighed deeply, understanding why her father had had enough and left.

"...and I grabbed hold of it!"

Felicity nearly dropped the receiver as she had visions of her mother grabbing the naked man by the unmentionables.

Her mother was a real prude, and the thought of her doing that was shocking, to say the least.

"What are you feeling now?" Felicity smirked.

"Calm, it's been relatively quiet today," her mother replied.

Felicity gave a sigh of relief, but that was short-lived.

"I can see that camper van," her mother said.

"Thank goodness it's finally moving from the lay-by."

That was another of Mrs Featherstone's obsessions, along with the giant stone statue.

"Wait, it's stopping at the end of my drive!"

There was then another pause as Felicity held her breath.

"A man has just jumped out of the passenger door. He's pulled open the side door, and that naked man is strangling a large teddy bear."

Her daughter rolled her eyes.

"The man's now dragging him out, and there's a lot of shouting!"

Felicity did not know what to say.

"It's that man from the weird cult, and he's wrapped his arms around the naked man from behind and thrusting himself into him - disgusting, and in broad daylight too!"

Her daughter held her breath.

"Now he's managed to pry the naked man's hands off the teddy bear, and they're wrestling one another, and on the end of my drive too!"

Her daughter had a vivid picture developing in her mind.

"They're rolling on the ground, and the other man's now on top, with his hands strangling the naked man. No, wait, now it's the other way around!"

"Mum?" Felicity was growing concerned.

"Another man's now got out of the driver's door, a hippie type, and is dragging the naked man off the other one."

Mrs Featherstone's voice went up a notch.

"Mum, what can you see?" Her daughter asked.

"Everything, as he's now holding the naked man by his shoulders and his genitalia’s flopping about like an elephant's trunk!"

Felicity had to hold back a laugh, as her mother was clearly if not more than a little shocked.

"The other man's now got up, and the hippie ones let him go."

Her daughter wished her mother had a video phone.

"There's more shouting as the naked man's charging at him!"

Mrs. Featherstone then went silent.

"Mum?"

After a brief pause, her mother spoke, but in a shaky voice.

"The one who had been wrestling with him just punched the naked man and seems to have knocked him out. He's now comforting the teddy bear who’s holding his throat and getting back into the camper van. The other two men have also got back in, and as they've driven away, and the naked man's dissolved into a cloud of sparkling green mist..."

Felicity sighed, shaking her head.

"Mum, I think we need to have a serious talk!"

"What do you mean?" Mrs Featherstone asked.

"Naked men, walking teddy bears, fighting stone statues. Have you taken to drink now that Daddy's left?"

Felicity then nearly dropped the receiver.

"How dare you, how very, very dare you!"

Mrs Featherstone then slammed her phone down before walking from her position in the kitchen window to the lounge, where she opened the drinks cabinet and took out the brandy.

"I've never been so insulted in all my life, and that from my daughter too!"

She then sat on one of the oversized posh chairs, taking a swig straight from the bottle...
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“Ugh!” Snuggly grimaced, holding his throat in a comically exaggerated manner.

“It’s not my sort of fun!”

He was referring to what Stubby had said

Just think of all the fun we’re going to have.

“It’s not every day you have to fight off the affections of a naked man,” Stubby smirked.

“Ugh, don’t remind me. I’m going to have to get myself some sort of repellent!”

Lucas then smirked.

“And you being a respectable bear...”

The classic VW camper van trundled down the lane with Snuggly still grumbling.

“I’m rapidly going off this road trip...”

"It's not my fault!" Pleaded Blofeld.

Both Blofeld and Strapine found themselves in a tense situation, confined to a police cell.

"If not you, then whose fault is it?"

She was not amused.

"It's all that bear's...!"

On the other side of the door stood two policemen.

"You know," the first one said.

"I don't even know if holding a cyber bear is even legal."

The other one raised his eyebrows.

"I bet you wouldn't mind holding his accomplice."

The master hacker was a very sexy woman.

"Not if my wife had anything to do with it..."

Everyone had gathered together in the log cabin on the other side of town for a family meeting.

"I know I speak for everyone when I feel terrible for what I've done."

Natalia addressed the others.

"This place is a real mess, and we've all driven away the man we love," she added.

"Yes, and I even miss Snuggly," Cuddly confessed.

"We need to figure out a way to get them back, and we need to do it now," Natalia urged.

Scotty and Smithy had also joined them.

"We miss Nathaniel too..."

"I'm missing my shepherd's hut," grumbled Snuggly

"His gold, more like," mumbled Lucas.

"Oh, cheer up," urged Stubby.

"It's easy for you to say, as you're not the one who's just been molested by a naked man!"

"It's the price you pay for being a celebrity," added the hacker.

"Do you really think so?"

The bear began to buck up.

"Well, just think of it as being one of your adoring fans."

The fact that the trolley collector hated him and had tried to kill him on numerous occasions was beside the point.

"You'll feel much better with a honey burger inside you."

"And fries?" Snuggly asked.

"As many as you can eat..."

It was not long before they pulled off the motorway into the car park of the farm shop.

Stubby looked at Lucas as they were attempting to placate the grumpy bear.

"Just give me a few minutes, and I'll be back with the goodies."

The hacker left, and Lucas turned to face him.

"It'll be Christmas soon."

They had journeyed through the days of November and December, each one filled with its own unique experiences, since the spooky night of Halloween.

"I'd forgotten all about that," Snuggly confessed.

His mind then went to all the presents he was going to receive.

"Will we make it back for Christmas Eve?"

That was a moot point, as half of Lucas never wanted to return. To any normal man, having so many adoring women would have made every day like Christmas day.

"Shmaybe!"

Before Snuggly could comment, Stubby returned with a large paper bag wearing a Christmas hat.

"Where did you get that from?" He asked.

"At one of the stalls, and I got both of you one too!"

The hacker was full of smiles as he handed them out along with their meals.

"Ugh!" The bear grimaced when he put it on, and the bobble dangled over his face.

"Very Christmassy," Lucas commented, putting his own on.

"And here's an early present," Stubby said, handing over his meal.

"Just let me get the honey sauce."

Quick squirt later, and Snuggly was all set.

"Get your laughing gear around that!"

His eyes lit up as he was handed a giant burger and an equally large bag of fries...

"I must admit it's a splendid idea of yours," Hubert Finklestein said.

"Taking a break," he added.

"Well, you have been under a lot of pressure lately," Freud said, noticing the fatigue in Hubert's eyes and the tension in his shoulders.

The rabbit sat propped up on a cushion in the front passenger seat of the professor's comfortable saloon car.

"I've never been to the Cairngorms before."

"Oh, you'll love it," Hubert said.

"There are quite a few distinguished gin distilleries in the area."

The car glided down the motorway, as Hubert described them...

"Mouth-watering!"

That was all Stubby could say, as he tucked into his burger.

"Made all the better by the honey sauce.”

Snuggly was lost in his thoughts as Lucas smiled as he looked at him - all the bears' problems seemed to have evaporated.

"So, where exactly are we going," he asked.

"All will be revealed!" Stubby said mysteriously.

They had left all the details to him, as the hacker was really in his element when it came to planning road trips.

The day was bright and sunny, but the forecast was not looking good.

"Just you wait; we're going to have the time of our lives..."

"Even better than Bunny Brae?" Freud asked.

Hubert nodded.

"And hopefully, none of the pantomime we had to endure there either."

He was referring to Britain's most wanted.

"I hope we never clasp eyes on him again." He added.

Freud smiled.

"From all accounts, I think you're not the only one!"

The trauma caused by his latest escapade was finally the straw to break the camel's back. Billy Butwell, the lab technician and his mother had given their accounts of the naked trolley collector, and that when added to their neighbour Mrs Featherstone and her unfortunate attempt to apprehend him, it all seemed like a bizarre, twisted tale.

"Perversion is a form of human behaviour which deviates from the norm, which Freud described as aberrations," the rabbit said.

"He also did not believe in a supernatural force, but having said that, he had not encountered Melvin Pratt!" The professor added.

"Yes, he's an aberration all on his own..."

“Is he asleep?” Lucas asked.

“Soundly.”

Snuggly, the bear, was all snuggled up on the back seat, cocooned in a soft, warm blanket with his head resting on a fluffy pillow.

“It’s probably the trauma catching up with him.”

Stubby sighed.

“Yeah, man. It’s not every day a naked man tries to strangle you!”

After his burger and fries, the bear got himself comfortable, and the gentle thrumming of the camper van’s engine soon rocked him to sleep.

“So, where are we going?” Lucas asked.

“Well, now that he’s out for the count, I can reveal everything.”

“Not like Melvin Pratt, I hope!” Lucas grinned.

“Oh man, this is neither the time nor the place!”

They were back on the motorway heading north.

“We’re going skiing...!”
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Cairngorm Hotel

It had taken them almost the entire day to get here, and they eventually pulled in to the car park of the nearby hotel with some relief.

“This place is fancier than a peacock at a ball,” Lucas quipped, his eyes wide with surprise.

“Only the best for my boys!” Stubby gloated.

The temperature had dropped significantly since they set off, and a flurry of snowflakes greeted them when the hacker switched off the engine.

“Best wake him,” Lucas said.

Snuggly had slept practically the whole way.

“Ugh, what time is it?” The bear asked when Lucas gently shook him.

“Nearly five.”

“And where are we?”

Stubby leaned over his seat.

“Bonnie Scotland...!”

Check-in was fairly straightforward, apart from the odd looks they received when they spotted the bear.

“He’s an artificial intelligence,” Stubby explained.

The man at reception peered down from behind his bi-focals.

“The wonders of modern science!”

They thought it better than cosplay on this occasion.

“One double room with two single beds and a cot.”

Snuggly gave the man a look of disgust.

“I’m not a baby, you know!”

The man gave him an indignant look.

“Cot is a loose term for a child’s bed,” he explained.

“I assure you, you will be most comfortable in it, sir.”

He handed over the key, and the porter arrived to take their luggage to their room.

It all looked very posh, which satiated the bear, mainly when he saw the room. It was traditionally decorated with brass fittings, elegant curtains and matching bedding.

“I hope you enjoy your stay,” the porter said.

“It’s not every day we have a bear as a guest...”

“The weather's starting to close in,” Hubert Finklestein commented as snow began to fall.

“How much further?” Freud asked.

“The hotel’s only about ten miles away, but if I’m not mistaken, there’s a distillery about five minutes away...”

The comfortable saloon car pulled into the car park as the clock on the dashboard hit a quarter to five.

“If we’re quick, we can grab something before it closes,” the psychologist said.

“I’m not going out in that,” the rabbit protested.

“I don’t want to get my paws wet.”

Hubert sighed.

“Well, don’t blame me if you don’t like my choices.”

With that, he switched off the engine and dashed out...

“You’re cutting it a bit fine,” the owner said.

“I was about to close.”

The psychologist breathed out a sigh of relief.

“Lucky I made it then.”

After a brief conversation, Hubert purchased three cases of gin of various blends. After paying, the owner helped him carry them to his car.

“A bit of a connoisseur?”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Well, not so much me, but my assistant.”

The owner placed the last of the cases in the boot, and as it closed, he peered through the back window. He had half been expecting a young man or woman to be sitting in the passenger seat but did a double take when he saw a rabbit!

“Must be a trick of the light,” he thought.

“An atmospheric anomaly caused by the snow...”

A little while later, they found the hotel, which looked very impressive, framed by the snowy scene. With suitcases in hand, they trudged to the front door, grateful to finally be here after their long journey.

“Good evening,” the receptionist said.

“Do you have a reservation?” She asked.

“Yes, the name’s Finklestein.”

She looked at her computer.

“Yes, a twin room.”

Hubert had paid in advance, and as she handed over the key, her eyes drifted down to see a smartly dressed rabbit standing next to him.

“We don’t allow pets,” she said.

“Do you mind,” Freud looked up indignantly at her.

“I’m the professor’s assistant...!”

“I think that could have gone better,” Hubert commented, sitting on one of the beds.

Freud just huffed.

“I don’t know why she fainted!”

The psychologist shrugged his shoulders.

“At least the manager was very understanding.”

The rabbit shook his head.

“It’s a bit isolated here, so perhaps they have a problem recruiting staff...”

Snowflakes drifted down, fluttering outside the hotel window, as Freud finished off the last of his honey-glazed carrots.

“These were exquisite,” he declared.

Hubert Finklestein smiled warmly.

“My asparagus tips melted in my mouth, too.”

Room service at this luxurious hotel was truly second to none.

“It’s a good job we made it to the distillery before the snow came down.”

The psychologist sighed.

“Yes, snowed in with an empty gin bottle.”

The rabbit crossed his legs, wearing a dapper green tartan suit and yellow waistcoat.

“Well, I’m certainly not venturing out to the car in this weather; what do you think I am, a snow hare!”

Hubert sighed again.

“Well, it looks like it's my turn - again!”

Freud twitched his ears.

“You couldn’t grab a few more honey-glazed carrots on your way back, could you?”

The psychologist thought about it for a moment before having an idea.

“Why don’t we visit the bar downstairs instead, and you can order as many carrots as you like...”

“Aye, when it snows here, it snows.”

The barman put a dash of tonic and a slice of lemon in the gins before handing them over.

Freud gratefully accepted. Hubert had propped him up on a stool by the bar as he munched on a carrot.

“We don’t get many rabbits here, and not so well dressed either.”

Freud was always smartly turned out.

“It comes with the territory being a psychologist's assistant.”

The barman raised his eyebrows.

“Or as well educated too!”

It had taken him and the other staff and guests a little while to get used to him.

“I don’t want to let the other cyber rabbits down.”

That was the story, and even though he looked just like a cuddly toy, no one paid him much attention after a few drinks.

Like their last visit to Scotland, Freud soon fitted in with the locals.

“Psychologist’s assistant?”

The rabbit nodded.

“Yes, we’re currently working on a white paper.”

That piqued the barman’s interest.

“On any particular subject?”

Freud took a sip of his G & T before answering.

“The psychological effect of the interactive game Simulacrum.”

“Simulacrum?”

“Yes, it’s basically an advanced computer simulation that enables your consciousness to be transferred into the game world,” the rabbit explained.

“It has changed people's behaviour, with some being sexualised and others seeing strange apparitions.”

The barman nodded again.

“I’m unfamiliar with modern technology, but I am with apparitions.”

He had been polishing a few glasses and put his clothe down.

Freud's ears then twitched.

“Really?”

He wondered whether he could incorporate some of the barman’s experiences into the white paper.

“Aye, you’ve not heard the story of the Big Grey Man of Ben MacDhui - Scotland’s Big Foot?”

“Ben MacDhui?”

“It’s the second-highest mountain in the British Isles, after Ben Nevis, and the highest of the Cairngorms.”

Freud never knew that.

Hubert was also listening intently.

“A towering beast with pointed ears that lives in the mountain range,” the barman explained.

“It’s a hairy grey humanoid figure with talons for toes that leaves giant footsteps in the snow.”

The rabbit and professor exchanged glances.

“Aye, it’s a terrible thing that lets out a bone-chilling whine.”

A shiver ran down Hubert’s spine.

“Some say it’s a mere atmospheric anomaly, a trick of the light and mist, or perhaps just a hallucination caused by the thin air at high altitude.”

That would be a rational explanation just like marsh gas at lower levels.

“But I’ve seen the giant beastie myself, so I became a barman. I was an experienced mountain man who had climbed these peaks for over twenty years, but the thing terrified me,” he confessed...

Despite the barman's tale, the log fire was warm and comforting as Hubert and Freud finished their drinks.

“Fancy a nightcap?” The psychologist asked.

The rabbit, seemingly intrigued, twitched his whiskers.

“It’ll mean a trip to the car.”

Hubert had parked near the door, so he took a deep breath and steeled himself.

“Needs must...!”

A sparkling green mist swept along the power lines, having jumped from the quantum drive of the laptop being charged. The line buzzed as it shot along, covering the distance between hotels in minutes. When it hit a junction, it leapt off, hitting the ground, its tendrils like fingers clawing at the snow. Then, in a sudden burst, it spat Melvin Pratt out, limbs flailing as he staggered to his feet.

"It's freezing!"

His bare skin was quickly covered in Goosebumps.

He felt disoriented and colder than he had ever done before and wished more than anything that if he did not have clothes, then at least his body could have been covered in thick fur.

The shock momentarily made him black out, and when he came too again, he looked down at himself in horror, as he now had the very fur he'd been wishing for.

"What's happening to me?"

He kept on materialising naked at the most inopportune time and then faded away again. It was as if his body was not stable anymore and could not hold his human form for long.

Whatever had been done to him, someone was going to pay, and at the top of the list was that bear, but first, he needed to find somewhere to hold up.

Looking around, he spotted a large, brightly lit building and decided to head towards it. Obviously, he could not enter looking like this, but maybe if he searched around, there was a quiet little niche...

It was quite dark outside, even though the ground was covered in white snow, and the lights from the hotel danced across its surface.

Hubert took a deep breath, and with keys in hand, he dashed out of the comfort of the hotel towards his saloon car. The windows appeared frozen solid, and he hoped the boot would not be the same. With a blip, the lights flashed as the doors unlocked.

“So far, so good,” he said to himself.

The psychologist crunched across the small distance until he reached the rear of his vehicle and managed to open the boot with a grateful sigh. Inside lay the crates purchased from the distillery, and as he lifted one out, the boot closed automatically. He was just about to head back when he caught something in the corner of his eye.

Hubert turned his head to see a large, ominous footprint, and his heart raced with a mix of fear and curiosity.

“It must be the creature the barman was talking about,” he said, chortling...

Melvin soon found himself in the car park of a posh-looking hotel. Moving around the back, he spotted what he had been looking for. There was what looked like a boiler room, and steam was coming out of it.

Perfect!

He was soon at the door, which opened quickly, and as he was closing it, he stubbed one of his hairy toes and cried out in pain.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





